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~ FROM A FAR COUNTRY.
WWhat shall I say if he, some day returning,

Shall seek thee, h‘lowmg not?

Tell him 1 waited—
berel till pale death remem-

The life that love forgot.

If hei::lhould ask to know thy place of dwell-
g,

What shall my answer be?

“¥ve him the rin
g of gold
finger, -4 from off my

Give it him—silently!

But if,as with a stran
s ger, he still ques
Say what then shall 1 do? . g

Speak to him very gently, as a sister,
Pef-hance he suffers, too!

Aud If he ask why silent and 4
s eserted
e halls so bright before?
Answer no word, but show . -
tinguished, S A
The widely opencd door.

And lest, perchance, he ask of that last |

hour—
What message must I keep?
Sinile in h‘is face; and say I parted smiling!
Yes, 'smile—lesl he should weep!
—Austin South, in Sydney Bulletin. .

[Copyright. 18gs, by D. Appleton & Co.
All rights rescrved.]

CHAPTER XI1.—CONTINUED.

“Quick, Jacopo—follow me,” and driving
my. spurs home, the good horse plunged for-
wards, topping the bank almost on the in-
staut that the andimcaders, who rushed
out with a shout, rawn:ied it. The man to
the left, who was ridiig a white horse, pulled
up in an unaccountable manner, and mak-
ing a powt at the one on my sword side, 1
ran himo through the throat, ) blade tiwist
ing him clean round in the saddle as 1
dashed on. The attacking party, coming
at a great pace, were carried by their
horses down the slope into the stream, and
before they could turn 1 had gained a fair
gltart, and to my joyv heard Jacopo swearinyg
as he galloped belimd me.

“Maldetto! 1 could not fire, signore--yon
were right in fiont of me—but here goes.”
He turned back in his saddle, and would
have let off his piece had 1 not shoutad
out:

“Hold! hold! ¢till I tell you,” and for-
tunately he heard my words, or the chances
were there would have been a miss with
po opportunity of reloading.

We gained a full hundred yards before
the others recovered themselves, coming
after us with vells of anger, and 1 distinetly
heard Ceci's voice:

“Two hundred crowns for them, dead or
alive!”

Now commenced a raes for life. We had
the start and meant to keep it; but their
hoises were the fresher, and it became a
mere question of who could last longest.
We made the pace as hot as we could, m
the hope that if we came to close quarters
again some of our pursuers would have
tailed behiad. For a little time things went
well. and 1 was beginning to think we
should be able to show our friends a clean
pair of heels, when I suddenly felt my horse
pufling, stretching his neck forward and
kolding on to the bit, in a manner which
left no doubt to my mind that he was done.
Jacapo, too, called out:

“Wa had better fight it cut, excelleney;
my horse is blown.”

Before giving a final answer, I slungz round
in the saddle to see how the enemy were get-
tint on. ‘The ouly two who were at our
hecls was the man mounted on the white
horse. who had pulled aside in so strange
a wanner when charging me, and another,
i conld not muke omt  The rest were
well behind, but riding hard. We could
probably account tol these two, and turn-
ing back 1 shoated to Jacopo:

“* All right: fight it out.”

As 1 said this my horse stumbled and
rolled clean over, kiliing himself on the
spot, but fortunately throwing me clear of
him and without doing any damage to me.
1 had just time to seramble to my feet, when
the two loremost of our puirsuers were upon
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-‘"""i" Lkad been carried someg )';u‘dxml by
the of his mournt, but as the men came
up he turned sharp round in his saddle and
fired. was tollowed by a yell
of pain, and the deading horseman fell; the
other, who bestrode the white i\k*' again
sheering ofl Trofm llere he met with
Jacopo, who wis colaing ek at a ;,'_:1“1:{)'
and, e, finte huused from
his horse, a4 man-
immediately ridden over b)‘

SgmrCu

Ve report

me.

1t : I so clums?
ner as i
my knave.

“Aount
hind me!”

mount. excelleney—mount be-
and Jacopo steadied his heorse.

I ran him through the throat.

But there was no time, and ".1]2{_-"_ of the re-
mnining horsemen dashed up I'wo of the
horses body of my ‘;:nn_n:xl.
but the third nd the rider
immediately engagzed | could not
give my brave fellow .-'n:_\'l‘.;.L for my time
was futly oceupied m dealing with my own
adversares. Their horses we ';.'n* ::-z'»-ﬂh. or
pot well in hand. by great good luck, and
« they could met n 1 at me
i.!'.."l 1!"’1'. Seeiny this, 1 :1."‘1 e n dash across
{he read into the wood—it
fepl—and boetn )
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<hied past Ui
ame bo
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nara o came

adversares {fallowed,
resuit that the herse ol one of
them put his foot in a Jut, and. s-}uu.hlmg
forwards, unseated his rider, and the other,
in aiming a cut at me, got his sword en-
tangled for A an (-I\'q_'rh;mg*
in;:‘3 hougk. 'Lhis second was, ‘!i-l\\‘c\?ul';-
enoush for me to give him 81X inches o
- ' and he pulled round and rode off,
% ot : v frnm sida

in

Sed n!h]

drop piis

to side !-m-“- caddle like a drunken man.

g -ho had fallen from the horse
m nu;:\f‘he‘r\‘c;l to ll.wte seen. Indeed, I did not
ook for him, but rushed l_mc!§ to the as
LsiNnge 98 JNCOPO, ard *his time, having

was it a few :

opportunity for observing, if only for a

twinkling, saw his opponent was my friend,
the sham monk. He, however, had as
cuick an eye, and, taking in the situation,
made a sudden charge at Jacopo, and as
suddenly wheeling his horse to the left,
shot past him and fled on ahead, leaving us
masters of the situation.

*““Are you hurt, excellency?”
Jacopo.

“Not in the least. How are you?”

“Nothing but a serateh, excellency, which
I received from his reverence, who, with
all his monkish cowl, wields a good weapon.”

“Well, jump down and let us see who our
friends are, but first let us look at youy
wound.”

“It is really nothing, as I said, signore,”
and Jacopo sprang lightly to earth. 1 did
not, however, listen to him, and taking
from him his flint and steel, lighted a piece
of dry wood, which I converted into a torch.
With the aid of this and the moonlight,
I examined Jacopo’s wound, which after

called out

all was but slight, and had just bandaged !

it up with my kerchief, when I became
aware that the man whom Jacopo had rid-
den over had risen on his hands and
hnees, and was crawling off in the brush-
wood.

“Steady, friend,” 1 said, and running up
to him, gave him a prick with my sword as
a hint to stop. He made a little outery,

but had the zood sense to take the hint,

and casting the light of the torch on his
face 1 recognized my old acquaintance, the
ancient BHrieo. i
“So0, I said, “1
be thankiul to you.”
Jacopo, teo, came up and recognized the

signore,” have again to

H _..:_]l.ill['i‘.

“Cappita!” bhe burst out, “*hut it is the
ancient Brico! Shall 1 beat his brains out,
excellency ?”

“Merey, most noble cavalier,”
Brico, I vield me to ransom.”

“Ransom forscoth!” called out Jaecopo,
“scuech ran=om as a noose will give you. Pre-
pare Lo die”

“Le quiel, Jmu]m," 1 said, “the ancient
bas yielded to ransom, and we will leave
Lim to discuss the terms with the
Fetch me the bridle from wmy poor horse
yonder, and bind this knave firmly.”

JACOPO hidding, and in
fivé minutes the anecient, securely bound,
was sitting like a trussed fowl in the mid-
dle of the road, alternately cursing and
weeping.

“Perhaps, excelleney, we had better look
at the other,” and Jacopo pointed to the
man whom he had shot, who lay on his
face. “Perchance,” he added, *‘he,
might turn out an old acquaintance.”

We did so, and as we bent over him [ saw
it was Bernabo Ceci gone to his last ac-
connt. He was shot through the heart, and
lay quite dead, with a frown on his forehead,
and his teeth clenched in the death agonv.
[ looked at him in a sad silence, which Ja-
copo broke. 8

“] pever knew a cross-marked bullet to
fail, excellency. He is stone dead.”

“May he rest in peace,” I answered;
was a brave man, although my enemy.”

“He is still enougzh now, your worship
and see!

man at

exclaimed

meon.

!-."t_'l].l'l! no H!‘:'nlh'l

100,

“he

There is his horse grazing quietly.
It will do excellently to replace the lost
one.”

He ran forward and secured the animal,
whilst 1 had a final look at my dead bheast.,
His was broken, and there was an
end of him. Whilst Jacopo at my request
was changing the saddles, 1 stirred up the
ancient, who had lapsed into silence, and
segged the favor of his informing me.to
whom 1 was indebtcd for the excitement ol
the night. Brico at first woald not answer,
but an inch of steel removad his suikiness,
and he told me all that I believe he krew,
which was to the effect that he and some
others had been hired by a greal Floren-
tine called Strozzi, to stop me at all huz-
ards on my journey to Rome, and that the
party was commianded by Ceci, who was *o
pay thein 200 crowns for their trouble. Mo
he evidently did not know, and, disregard-
ing all his entreaties to loosen him, we rode
off, wishing lim a good night. Nevertha-

neck

comfort.

“That rascal monk,”
joxzed aleng, “has gone on ahead of us, and
to-morrow, perhaps, will rouse the coun-
try in advance of us.”

“Never fear, Jacopo,” 1 answered, “ha t=
no monk, as I well know, and his only
chance was to as he did. He will
hark back soon encugh to Florence. Sueh
hawks as lle do not fly far from their
eyrics.”

And in this 1 proved to be right, and the
library seribe was never seen by 1ne again.

So we kept to our way, deeiding Lo rest
h}' da_\' on the banks of the Evola, to which
we came in the early morning. Here we
concealéd . our horses in the which
fringed the banks, and the tireless Jacopo,
leaving me to watch the cattle, ;{'----g-mlmi
on foot to a small hamlet he kmew of, re-
turning in about an hour with the materials
for a substantial meal, ard a Stuall skin of
wine.

In this manner we continued our jom
nev, halting by day and traveling by night,
and finally reached Leghorn in safety. Here
we took passage in a ship bound for Rome,
bnt were compelled to wait two davs in
Leghorn, as the master was not ready to
smil at At last. all things being ar-
ranged, rot our ourselves
aboard, and put to sea with g fair wind
The master of the ship had satted with
Messer Columbus to the new world, and
lost no time in giving us the history of his
adventures, which were in truth marvelous
bevond imagmation. I listened with a
smoolh face., and the good rian no doubt
thought that I believed his stories. In this,
however. he was mistaken, nevertheless
they were diverting in the extreme. Jacopo
was overcome by the sickness of the sea,
and flunz himself down in a corner on the
deck of the ship from which spot nothing
would induce him to move.
he threw out a prayer which ended in a
groan, and so great was his distress that,
as he afterwards stated, he would have sold
his soul to Satan for a paul, if only to ob-
tzin an hour's relief. As for me, 1 wits well,
having had some experience ol the ocean be-
fore, when employed by the most serene
the Turk, and
found coutentment in the master’s stories,
and in pacing up and down watching such
things as came under my view. I had plenty
of opportunity the voy-
age, and came to the conciusion that on de-
livering my letter to the cardinal at Rome,
1 would seek out Bayard if Bie wére there,
lay my story before him, and beseech his
help to enable me to recover myselt.

At last, .one fine day, we reached Ostia,
and there disembarked, aiter Lidding lare-
weli to the master, and set out en our way
to Rome. Jacopo recovered his spirits as
his foot touched land, and though the rud-
diness
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escape
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we horses and

republie for service agamst

for reflection on

crossetl the Stagno di Ostia. Finally we
came in iull view of the Eternal city, and

at a good jace, our _]-‘u_lml horses bl‘ul.l‘c;}lL
us before the gate of St. Paul.

CHAPTER XIil.
ROME.

As we rode up to the ruinous stretch of
the batzered wall, an:ll saw before us the

!

- Baceo!

At every lureh !

| Maximus,

of hiz cheek had paled o little, he |
was quite himself again by the tune we |
| and the tree of De la

! : there, in all the insolent pomp of a
towards the afternoon, having pressed along |

gate, lyinz open against the mof

and gray high-ground of the Aventl

old hill, covered with straggling

kempt vineyards, and studded with ¢t
walls of monasteries, I was moved more
than ] can tell, for 1 was about to realize
a dream of my life, and put my foet onee

, again in the place of my birth, a spot not

oely bound to me by that tie, but sacred
with the hundred legends of my forefa-
thers' history. men who had for centuries
played so great a part in its fate, until our
liouse was cast forth by the mother city,
to wander as exiles over the land. If is
true that since the days of my childhood
1 hiad not seen Rome, it is true that such
memories of it as | had were dim and misty,
and that to recall them was like trying to
bring back before one's eyes, when awake,
the vague but pleasant visions of a delight-
ful dream; » nevertheless my heart filled

| with a strange joy, and my puise began to

beat more rapidly, as each stride ot my horse
brought me nearer home. In short, 1 was
a Roman come back to Rome, and in these
words sum up my feelings.

Filled with such thoughts, I tightened the
reins half unconsciously, and my horse,
doubtless upset by his voyage, and the hard
coing from Ostia, very willingly slackened
hix pace to a walk. Jacopo, as in duty bound,
followed my example. and immediately be-
gan to buzz into speech.

ln a short time we come opposite the
Aente Testaccio, that curious mound made

As the little animal stopped before me I dropped
in a florin.

of old pottery, which lies towards the river,
southwest of the Ostian gate, and so en-
grossed were we in our talk that we did
not observe a large party of riders of both
sexes, with an escort of men-at-arms, com-
ing at a hand gallop from our right, straight
in our direction. Our attention was how-
ever sharply drawn to the fact by the ery
of an equerry who was riding well in ad-
vance of the others, and this man shouted:

“The road! The road! “.:i}‘ for his heli-
Way! Way!”

We drew off at once to the side, Jacopo
dismounting aad sinking to his knees. 1
however coutented myself with uncovering,
and watching with no little astonishment
the party as they came up. They wede evi-
aently returning from hawking, and at the
head of -the column of riders were two men
in full Turkish costume.

“\Who are those Turks?” 1 asked Jacopo,
and the knave, still kneeling, and holding
his hands up in supplication, answered hur-
riediy:

“One is the Soldam Diem, excellency—
0. Lord, I trust we may not be hanged as
an afterncon’s amusement—theé other, the
fuir one, old Alexander V1. himself — O
Lord! What cursed luck! Kneel, excel-
lency; it is our ouly chance.” .

“Tush!” 1 replied, and remembered ats
once that the brother of Bajazet, the Great
Turk, was a liostage in Rome, practically
a“prisoner in the hands of Alexander,” a
legacy he had inherited from the Cibe, and
which brought him 40,000 ducats annally.
I'could understand Djem in eastern costume,
but the pope masquerading in broad day-
licht as a Moor! It was as wonderiul as
it was disgusting to me. And then the re-
membrance of Corte’s daughter came to my
mind, and as they approached, I could hard-
lv refrain from making a dash to rid the
world of the monster who sat in St. Peter’s
chair.

When they had gone, Jacopo arose from
his knees, and dusting them with his hands
whilst he looked up at me, said: “Corpo di
But I gave up all for lost. 1 vow a
candle to St. Mary of—I forget where—but
to the shrine nearest to the place we dine,
for this lucky escape.”

“Come, sirrah!” [ said, a little annoyed,
“mount. I'here never was any danger.”

“Very well, vour worship!”? and Jacopo
a little to the front. **There they go,”
he said, shading his eves with his hands,
and turning to the left, where a dun cloud of
Just on the Via della Marmorata marked
the progress of the Borgia. ““The best way,
" he continued, *is over the hill?
will get a view from there, and then
passing by the places you want to see, make
for a quict hostel I know of in the Strangers’
Quarters.”

Following him, we rode up the Aventine,
until we reached the old wall of Servius
Tullius. Ilere we stopped to observe the
view. To the west and southwest we could
gee the zreen of the Campagna merging into
the distant gray of the Roman Maremma,
whilst bevond that clear blue line, below
the fiush of the coming sunset, marked the
set.  Deneath us lay the Tiber und the is-
the vellow river stirred
into ripples by the breeze, and looking from
the distance like hammered brass, Beyond
the Tiber rose Monte Gianicolo, beyond
which the top of the Vatican hill was just
visible. To the north the view was a little
shut in by the Palutine and the church of
St. Prisca above us, and far off rose the
cone of Soratte. Northeast and cast lay the
Palatine, the Esquiline, with the campaniles
ot Santa Maria Maggiore and San Pietro
in Vineoli. Over Monte Coelio we could
see the heights of the Sabine hills, and run-
ning our eyes along the Appian way, we
could almost desery the Alban lake, the
mountains being distinctly wvisible. We
staved for a few moments drinking in the
view, and then g onwards, tuarned
northwest, past St. Prisca, and began the
descent, by a winding way, held in by vine-
vards. Coming down wo caught a glimpse
of the thiree churches of the Aventine, name-
ly, 8. Sabina, 8. Maria Aventina and St.
Alessio, which was held oy the mongstery of
St. Jerome, walls rose hard at hand,
A look te the rvight showed us the Cireus
above which towered a huge obe-
lisk surrouned by four lions. At length
we came to H'.c Vicola di San Sabina, and
at the corner of the street rose the gray
walls and square tower of the castie of the
Savelli. I drew rein, and looked at it with
a bitter heart, and a sigh 1 could not con-
trol escaped me, as I saw the breeze eatch
and spread to the wind the silken folds of
the standard of the Chigi, who bore quar-
tere:l on thei shield the star of the Savelli
It flaunted
new
money bags were full, and the
sirht of it was enough for me. Jacopo must
have caught the look on my face, for he said,
kindly:

“Who knows, excelleney—Iuck may turn.”

Well meant as the words were, they
jarred on me, and, without replying, 1 mo
on, silently raising my sword to the salw
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as I passed the grir: gates from which my
ancestors beld the road as far as the river,
and almost held Rome itself.

As we went past the Island, I did not
even raise my head to see the Theater of
Marcellus, within which lay another and
the oldest of our family houses, having come
to us through Pierleone towards the close
of the eleventh century.

Jacopo was for going straight on past the
monastery of the Aracoeli, on the Capitol;
but. unluckily, 1 discovered that my horse
had cast a shoe, and this was a matter not
to be neglected. So we turned to the right
and entered the Campo Vaccino, formerly
the Forum of Rome. It being ncw sunset,
nere were collected hundreds of oxen and
buffaloes, and from the height of Monte
Caprino we could hear the bleating of the
herds of goats which were pastured there-
on, and the tinkling of their bells as they
moved slowly down towards their shelter
for the night. A bundyed fires were blazing
cheerfully, and served to dissipate the blue
vapor which began to hang over the place.

lound these fires were groups of people,
mostly countrymen, whko seemed in the best
of spirits, as they listened to songs, o1
watched numbers of their party, who daneed
merrily to the tune of & pipe. Hard by were
a number of sheds, used by mechanics, and
the blaze, which showed a forge in work,
soon attracting our attention, we made
there at once, and had the horse attended to.

Whilst the smith was beating out a shoe,
I sat down on a rough bench, my horse be-
ing fastened to a wooden post, and Jacopo
holding his nag by the bridle paced up and
down. occasionally stamping his feet on the
ground to free them, as he said, from the
ants. In other words, he was suffering
slightly from cramp. To my richt was a
large crowd, evidently enjoying a show of
jugglery, and from their cries of wonder
ment and pleasure thes seemed to be hav-
ing their money’s worth. So I rose and el-
bowed mmy way to a good place, unfortunate-
Iv only in time to see the end of the afiair.
The juggzler was rebed in a doctor's gown,
and after performing a trick he distributed
nostrums for various ailments, free of pay-
ment. Imagine my surprise in recognizing
in him no other than Mathew Corte; and as
1 came up he placed a tambourine in hie lit-
tle dog's mouth, and bade him carry ié
round for subscriptions. Coppers were {ree-
ly flung in, and as the little an*mal stopped
before me 1 dropped in a florin and stooped
to pat its head. AsI rose I caught Corte's
eye, and saw he knew me, but as he made
no sign I stayed quiet. Collecting his money,
the doctor bowed his thanks and began
packing up the instruments of his trade. I
went back to my seat and watched the smith
at work on my horse, thinking that Corte
must kave somehow come into funds.

By this time the blacksmith had completed
his task, and we delayed no longer, but went
off at once. It was fortunate that Jacopo
knew Rome as he did, or we might have been
hopelessly lost in the labyrinth of streets,
some of them in total ruin, some of them
entirely uninhabited, for at the time so
‘hideous was the misgovernment of the city
that all who could do so had fled from
Rome, and those who remained could not
have exceeded 30,000 in number, of whom
at least 10,000, men and women, were beings
who had lost all claim to the respeet of man-
kind, and were capable of almost any erime.
These are hard words, but true, nor, indeed,
have 1 ever seen a place where all that was
bad was so shamelessly exposed as in Rome
when Roderigo Borgia was pope. At length
we reached the Strangers’ Quarters, but
Jacopo’s hostel was not to be found, and,
after searching for it in vain, we were con-
tent to pull up before the door of a small inn
built on the lower slope of Monte Pincio,
barely a bow-shot from . Trinita de Monte,
the church erected Ly Charles of France in
1495, and a little beyond the convent of the
Dames du Sacre Coeur. I cannot say that
the hostel was an inviting-looking place; in
fact, it was little better than one of the cem-
wion csterie or wineshops with which Rome
abounded: but it was too late to pick and
choose, und for the night, at least, 1 deter-
mined to stay here. Our first duty was to
attend to the horses, which we had stabled
in stalls, immediately below the room to be
ﬂ(‘t_"lpi\"-i ii_\’ mao, -liu:n;m i'. wving Lo ;ugt. up
with lodsings in the stables for the night.
After the beasts had been fed and groomed,
i set myself to a plain dinner, washed down
with the contents of a straw-covered mezzo
finsco of KFrascati. Jacopo waited on me,

11

and when I was done contentedly devoured
thé remainder of the manzo or boiled beef,
and cooled his throat with a bettle of Ma-
rino, which 1 ]il‘{‘r‘»t"'ﬂ!‘ll to 1

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

Alexzander the Great.

No single personality, excejding the
carpenter’s son of Nuazaretib, has done
so much to make the worldof eiviliza-
tion we live in what it is as Alexander
of Macedon. le leveled the terrace
upon which Puropean history buiit.
Whatever lay within the range of his
conquests contributed its part to form
that Mediterranean civilization which,
under Rome’ administration, became
the basis of Eurcpean life. What lay
beyomd was another planet. |
Alexander checked his eastward march
at the Sutlej, and India and China were
left in a world of their owh, with their
own mechanisms for man and society,
their own theories God and the
world. Alexander’s world, to whichWwe
all belong, separate
way until, in these latter days, a new
greed of conquest. begotten of com-
mereial ambition, promises at last to
level the barriers which through the
centuries have stood as monuments to
the outmost stations of the Macedonian
phalanx, and have divided the world
of men in twain.—Benjamin l1de Wheel-
er, in Century.
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Many and strange are the.discoveries

Naunght of Taxgniherers,

which are oceasionally made in the out-
lying districts of the dominions of the
great white czar, DutitisRomewhat of
a novelty that an entire village should
recenlly have been diseovered of the ex-
istence
had any idea.
Ural the

flourishi nhabilants of
which speak a curious language of their
own and seem to form a sort of ideal
commonwealth, iy

gatherers, a:

of whieh no one seems to have

Deep in the forests of the
authorities have discovered a
: villace, the i

~J iR hEey

1 whieh taxes and tax-

OTy other !'rn':iji!!t-.a'n.q:.r_*
This Iatter de-
feet, however. is now to be remedied.—

N. Y. Sun.

things. are unheard of.

Deathless Devotion.
* Kind Father—My dear, if you wanta
good husband, marry Mr. Goodheart.

He really and truly loves you.
Daughter—Are you sure of that, pa?
Kind Father—Yes, indeed. 1've been
borrowing money of him for six
mowths, and still he keeps comisg, ~N

Y. Weelly, .
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8 Pine-Tar-Honey

Nature's most natural remedy, Improved by
sclence to a Pleasan?, Permaneut, Positive
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* of the Lungs and Brouchial Tubes.

The sore, weary cough-worn Lungs «reexhila
; the microbe-bearing mucus is cut out ; the
cause of that tickling is removed, and th: inflamed
membranes are healed and soothed so that thers

tnclination to cough.
S0LD BY aL. GOOD DRUGGISTS

Bottlea Onty 250..60c. and $1.00 Siaee
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i AMBG YEARS QLD, axd never useq
any remedy equsl w br, Bell's Pine-Tar.
Honey Itgives quick and permunpent relief
tn grip as well as coughsand colds. It makes
weak lungs strong.—Mms. M. A. Metcalfe,
Pedocah. Ky

BE SURE YOU GET
Dr. Bell’s Pine-Tar-Kovey
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SrPeEcIAL OFFER

The New Werner Edition of

. THE ENCYCLOPADIA BRITANNICA

e g ~ T

iM THIRTY SUPERB OCTAVO VO.UMES,

“Give Your Boys a Chance”

were the closing words of an address by Abraham Lincoln,

He

realized that parents are responsible, in a degree, for what their

children become. If you have

- @

<

its articles which have been
Columbia celleges.
highest educators in the land.

children, study their individual
tendencies and place the best
possible educational advantages
before them. A way has been
provided in the New Werner Edi-
tion of the Encyclopadia Britan-
nica, complete in thirty volumes.
The best thoughts on all subjects
in the history of man are treasur-
ed there. A systematic study of
this work is equal to any college
course, Algebra, Anatomy, Arch-
itecture, Building, Electricity,
Political Economy, are a few of
adopted by Yale, Harvard and

This shows in what esteem it is held by the

Just now you can secure the

Encyclopaedia Britannica.

for One Dollar

and the balance in small monthly
Volumes with a Guide and gn elegant Oak Book Case, will be
delivered when the first payment is made.

The complete set (Thirty Large Octavo Volumes):

No. 1—New Style Buckram Cloth,

Machine Finish Book Paper, $45.co
First payment, One Dallar E

month thereafter.

No. 2—Half Morocco, Marbled Edges, Extra Quality High Machine Finish

Book Paper, $60.00
First payment,

month thereafter.

No. 3—Sheep, Tan Color, Marbled Edges, Extra Quality High Machine Finish

Book Paper, $75.c0.

First payment, Three Dollars ($3.00) and Five Dollars ($5.00) per

month tnhereafter.

A reduction of 10% Is granted by paying cash within 30 days after the

receipt of the work.
For

G. S. VARDEN & CO., PARIS,

Two DoHars ($2.00) and Four Dollars ($4.00) per

Cash

payments. The entire Thirty

Marbled Edges, Extra Quality High

$1.00) and Three Dollars ($3.00) per
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connecting

Solid trains, finest in the South, Cincinnati to
Jacksonville daily via the Queen and Crescent and

[ines. Throuzh connections to Tampa,

Miami ar MNew Orleans, with fast Steamer Service
to Nassau, Key West, Havana, Santiago, and ‘

Low rate round trip tickets.

l San Juan.
M AMI

Ve mm e eme e

:E:;wg LY -i T
an

P~ MANTANIAS

The Train Service is per-
fect in detail. Fast sched-
ules, 24 hours to Jackson-
ville, 54 hours @
Cincinnati to 8

Havana.
{0 NiNEARSON I
G.P.A., ¥
Cinainnati.

Didley Bill Posting Go,

BOX 0, PARLS, K.

We make a specialty of posting and
jistributing all classes of paper, large or
.mall: also distribute booklets, dodgers,
ete., at reasonable rates.

Get our prices before placisg vour
work.

(Good wiands in good
good wutk guaranteed.

jocations, and

Um. CALDWELL'S

YRUP PEPSI

CURES CGONSTIPATION.

Luxuries For Men.

A CLEAR, quick and easy chawve is g
laxnry which all men appreciate, and a
luxury which all men get who patronizs
Crawford Bres.’ apop, next door to tle
BourLon Banpk. Excellent bath servic
i connection with the shop. Whew pa
' rons are alwaye welcome. (tf

- e
fusure your property azainsi Urs,
wind and lightning in the Hurst Houog
lusurapes Co., # eafe and relicble oo
pany.

l Q. W. Muaxnr, agen,

aris, Ky, ;




